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"And did your father and mother believe in that?"
demanded the sheikh's son, a middle-aged gentleman
who had the reputation of being occasionally engaged
in highway robbery.

"My father," I said, "approved of the Koran and
advised me to read it."

Delightedly my listeners nodded their heads, and
asked how he came to be such a good man.

"He had a quarrel with the English Church," ]
answered, "and so he believed in only one God/
Using the nearest Arabic equivalent I could find 1
told them how my father had been a churchwarder
and overseer of the parish at Aldershot, when I was
a boy.

"He quarrelled," I explained, "with the Imam (people
there call him the Vicar), of the Christian Mosque aboui
a Wakf or charitable trust of money which had been lefi
by a pious man long ago in the reign of the Malekal
Elizabeth. The sheikh, whom the English called th<
squire, owned a castle near the town, and had got th<
income from the Wakf which came out of a piece o
ground called Grove Farm.

"My father discovered in old papers that the Grov<
Farm had been left to the poor, but no man, not evei
the imam, knew which piece of land really was so called
Then another churchwarden or guardian of the Mosqui
helped him to look among the papers, and one day the]
found a drawing that showed where the ground lay
The imam had been very hostile about the search, bu
when the papers appeared he agreed it was a good act